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Importing the furrender of thofc Lands 
toft by his father, with all bands c: Law 
To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him s 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting., 

Thus much the bufineffe is, we haue here writ 

To Norway Vncle of young Fortenbr«$e ^ ^y ^ 

Who impotent a id bedred fcarcely heares 

Of this his Nep ! ewes purpofe; to fuppreffe 

His further gate herein, in that the leuics, 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubie6i, and we here difpatch, 

You good Cornelius* and you 'Valtemandt, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway* 

Giuing to you no further pcrfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow, s 
Farewell, and let your haft commend your dutie. 

Cor.ro. In-chat, and all things will we {he w our duty* 
King. We doubt it nothing, hartily farewell. 

And now Laertes whats the newes. with you? 

You told vs of tome lute, what ift Laertes f 

You cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane 

And iofeyour voice; what would* ft thou beg Laertes* 

That (hall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more natiue to the heart 
The hand more inftiun^entall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmark? to thy father* 

What would*!* thou haue Laertes ?: 

Lar. My dread Lord* 

Your leaue and fauour to returne to France, 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark f 9 
To fhew my dude in your Coronation; 

Yet now I muft confcffe, chat dude done 
My thoughts and wiflhes bend againc toward France , 

And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon- 

King. Haue you your fathers leaue, what faies Polomm $ 
Polo. He hath my Lord wrung from me my flow leaue 
By labourfome petition, and at laft 
Vpon his will I teaW hard content* 


Prince e/ Denmark^ 

I doe befeech you giue him leaue eo-goe. 

King* Take thy faire houre Laertes, timfc bethine^ 

And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 

Buf now my Coufin Hamlet , andlroy fonne. 

Ham. A little more then kin, and IdTe then kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you. 

Haw. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the Tonne, 
Queene. Good Hamlet caft thy sighted colour off 
And let thine eic looke like a friend on Denmark ? , 

Doe not for cuer with thy vailed lids* 

Seeke for thy noble father in the duft. 

Thou know’ft tis common all that liucs muft die, 

Palling through nature to eternitic. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Quee. If it be, 

Why feemes it fo perticuler with thee. 

Ham . Seemes Madam,nay itis,I knownot feemes* 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmothcr, 

Nor cuftomarie Sutes of folemne blackc. 

Nor windie fufpiration of forft breath* 

No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the eie, 

Nor the dciefled hauiour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes, moods, fhapes of griefc 
That can deuoute me truly, thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are aftions that a man might play, 

But I haue that within which palfes {hew, 

Thefe but the trappings and the fuites of woe. * 

King. Tis fwcet and commendable in your nature Hamlet , 
To giuc thefe mourning duties to your father* 

But you muft know your father loft: a father. 

That father loft, loft his, and the furuiuer bound 
In filliall obligation for feme tearmc \ 

To doe obfequious forrowes, but to perfeuer 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornneffe,tis vnmanly griefc* 

It {Lewes a will moft incorred to Hcauen* 

A heart vnfortifi<d, or minde impatient^ * 

An vndcrftanding Ample and vnfchoold* 

Bor what wc know muft be, and is as common 
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